CHAPTER FOUR
HEN Maxine's class was over I drove slowly round
to the pier where stood the Gateway of India.
In the darkness it hardly looked the impressive arch-
way it was meant to be, the landing-ground for the
Viceroys of India, the ambassadors of Britain. Bereft
of red carpet and the military escort which was a
feature of those solemn'occasions, the Gateway looked
like a purposeless stone structure, under which slept
a few homeless souls and around which could be found
at this hour of the night a choice selection of midnight
loiterers. As I parked the two-seater in front of it
I was conscious of having attracted some attention
from the policeman on duty/ who flicked his torch at
my number-plate, then at me and at the space left
empty beside me, saluted and walked on. It was a
gesture characteristic of a police force, which was
constantly being accused of inefficiency. So I suppose
the policeman on duty was upholding the tradition
of the force, though frankly I believed he was only
curious.
I waited patiently for a full half-hour, smoking
away in the dark and quiet night.   Then I saw a taxi
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